

*rfo€ Trageait o. 

And thefe fame thoughts people this litde worWj 

In humours like th? people of this world : 

For no thought is contented ; the better fort^ 

As thoughts ofthings di uine are intermixt 

With fcruples,and do fet die word it fclfc 

Agwnift thy word,as thusrCoine.litdcQUCSjand then againe 

Itis as hard to corne as for n Camraell 

To threed theirnall pofterne of a fraall needles eye : 

Thoughts tending to ambition they doe plot 

Vnlikely wonders ; how diefe vaine wcakc nayles. 

May tcare a paflage thorow the flinty ribs 
Ofthis hard world, my ragged prifon^alles: 

And for they cannot die in their ownc pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelues, 

Thatthey are not the fir ft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor ftiall not be the laft.like feely beggarsj 
Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fliame, 

That many haue,and others muft fit there* ’ 

And in this thought they finde a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misrortunes on the backe 
Offuchishaue before indurje the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people, , 

And none contented 5 fometimes ana I a King, 

Then treafons make me wilh my felfe a Beggcr, 

And fo I am : then crufliing Penuric 

Perfwadcs me I was better when a King! ■ 

Then ami a King againe, and by and by. 

Thinks that I am vnkingde by W/w| 

And ftraite am nothing. But what ore I be. 

Nor I, nor any man, that hut inan is. 

With nothing fhall 6e pleafde, till lie be cafeU 
With being nothing.Muficke do l hcarcj 

Ha,ha,kcepetimej &VS fowrefweete MufiekeiS/ 
WhenTime is broke,and no proportion kcpt:ji 
So is it in the rnuficke ofmens Hues; 

And hecre haue I the daintinefle of esure ^ 

Jut 


Jtkhardthe Secend. 

feiit for the concord ofmy ftateand time, 

Had not an ea re ta hcarc my true Time broke: 

I wafted Titne,and now 'doth Time wafteme ; 

For now hath Time made his mimbring clocks 
My thoughts are mihuts,and with fighes tliey iarre. 

Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my Finger like a Dials poynt, 

Is poynting ftdl,in cleaiifing lliem from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found that tcls what houre it is, 

Arc clamorous groanes, which ftrilce vpon my heart. 
Which is the BcU : fo fighes,and T earc$,and Groanes, 
Shew Minutcs,Times,and Houres : but my Time 

Runnes porting on in proud ioy. 

While I ftand fooling hcerc his iackc of the Clockc : 

This MuCckcmaddes me.lct it found no more, 

Forthough it haue holpe madd men to their wits, 

In me it feemes it will make wife men madd . 

Y et blefsiag on his heart that giiics it me. 

For it'^s a figne of lone : and loue to Ruhardt 
Is a&ange Brooch in this al -hating world. 
Snttra^roomieftbe Stat'e. 

Cromt. Haile roy^I Prince. 

jRicA. Thanlccs noble Peare ; ' 

The chcapeft of vs is ten groats too dcarc. 

What art tliou? and how conuneft thou hither, 

Where no man neuer conies but that fad Dogge, ' 

That bringes me ibod to make misfortune hue} 

^roome. IwasapoorcGroomcofthy ftablc.Kmg, 
When thou wert King : who trauellingtowards Yorkc, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten Icaue, 

To looke vpon my fometirncs roj'oU maifters face: 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreetes that Coronation day, 

When rode on Roane Barbaric, 

ThatHorfe,that thou fo often haft beftride, 

That HorlCjthat I fo carefully haue dreft-. 

Barbaric, teUmcgentl«fri^d, 
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